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Nor whence he rests can any banish him;
Ruthven is dead.

First Burgess.    God hath his friend then safe ;
For God's friend he was ever; and hath died
Most fortunately ; seeing not what we live
Too soon to see.

Second Burgess.    He was a nobler man
Than his own name was noble ; no Scot born
More true to the old love of his natural land
Nor stouter-hearted on the gospel side
Of all that stood to serve it   Yet have these
As valiant servants ; Morton, though cast out,
Lives secret yet in England, whence the queen
Dares not I think for shame's sake yield him up
To this queen's bloody judgment, or for fear
And hostile heart she will not.    We shall know
Shortly what upshot God will bring of all;
Whate'cr this be, there will be none again
That shall do Darnley good.

First Burgess,                      I saw him swear

That day before the council; he was pale
As one half drunken, stammering as in wrath,
With insolent forehead and irresolute eyes,
Between false fear and shameful hardihood,
With frontless face that lied against itself,
And trembling lips that were not yet abashed
Fos all their trembling.

Second Burgess.           Ay, good cause was there

To shake him to the soul, having cast off
Friendship and faith of good men, yet being still